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Few graduate students in English elect to write a creative thesis 
to complete their degrees, their tendency perhaps to believe that a 
thesis based on research seems a more scholarly endeavor. I do not 
think one could successfully argue the superiority of one type over the 
other, simply because the two are quite different. While a research 
thesis can require the reading and analysis of another author's work, a 
creative thesis requires the writing, reading, and analysis of one's own 
work. For that reason, the main body of this thesis consists of an 
introductory essay in addition to the creative component, a one-act play 
entitled Letters to Mother. 
The introductory essay details the creative and writing processes 
that Letters to Mother underwent before reaching its completion. The 
focus of the play--childhood adoption--arose from my personal experience 
as an adopted child, and the plot that developed--& young woman who 
wants to search for her biological mother--stemmed from my own thoughts 
on that issue. Once the actual drafting of the play began, I discovered 
that my original plans for staging the play in all black and in an 
entire format of letters contained flaws because the resulting script's 
draft posed within itself no substantial conflict. Subsequently, I 
turned to several playwriting sources, studies on adoptive reunions, and 
other scripts to see what I could do to improve my own script, and I 
also explored writings concerning mother-daughter relations to aid my 
revision process. The final play then offers a less abstract idea of 
place with more visual and aural contributions, the personalities of the 
characters have become more developed, and the letters between the 
ii 
characters now intermingle with dialogue. 
As for the play itself, it contains three female characters: a 
DAlXJHTER, in her late twenties; her adoptive MOTHER, in her early 
fifties; and her biological mother, MOTHER 2, in her late forties. The 
set requires only three large black cubes placed in the shape of a 
triangle, and a black bench and table placed at the center of the 
triangle for scenes in which the characters directly interact. When 
Letters to Mother opens, the DAtx3HI'ER vocally writes a letter to her 
MOTHER that reveals several aspects of her life, such as what she does 
for a living and how she feels about marriage. The DAlXJHTER first 
brings up the idea of searching for her birth mother in this letter. 
Her MOTHER in turn responds with a letter, and then the two share a 
scene where we learn they have a close relationship. However, we also 
learn that the DAtx3HI'ER's possible search for her birth mother causes 
tension between her and her adoptive mother. 
Through a series of letters between the DAtxlHI'ER and M:YlllER, this 
tension becomes readily apparent, culminating in a face-to-face argument 
where the DACXJHTER learns that her MOTHER has kept some information 
about her birth mother to herself since the DAlXJHTER was very young. As 
a result, their relationship experiences a potentially permanent rift, 
and the DACXJHTER decides to go ahead and search for her biological 
mother. When she does make initial contact with K:>TliER 2, the DAtxlHI'ER 
finds that r«rrHER 2 does not want to correspond. After some coaxing, 
the two exchange letters for a time, and when the DAlXJHTER expresses 
interest in meeting, MOTHER 2 feels neither one of them is ready. 
Even so, the DAUJHI'ER shows up unexpectedly at MOTHER 2's office, 
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and when the two later have a chance to talk, K>'I'HER 2 learns that her 
DAU3HTER and the adoptive MJilfER had a falling out over the search. As 
a result, she believes it best if she and her DAtxlHTER sever their 
relations in order to preserve the other mother-daughter relationship. 
Later, the DAtxlHTER finally talks with her MJiliER after several months 
of silence, and their relationship, while not completely healed, shows a 
glimpse of restoration. 
Even though the final Letters to Mother script is different from 
the play I first envisioned, through it I achieved my personal goals and 
wrote a play that for me captures the quintessence of being an adopted 
child. The next step for me will be to see that it is shared with 
others. 
iv 
To my mothers. 
v 
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Introduction 
I remember being enthralled when, at the age of seven, I saw a 
performance of The Nutcracker Ballet in Chicago. At first I did not 
understand why no one on the stage talked. But soon I forgot about the 
lack of dialogue and sat rapt as my eyes greedily drank in the spectacle 
on the stage, piecing together the story of the ballet in my imagination 
by filling in the words. Years later in the seventh grade, I wrote my 
first play--a puppet show on the finer points of correct grammar usage--
for my English class. I had been writing stories and re-enacting 
television shows and books since kindergarten, and later in high school 
I even took the plunge and acted in two plays. Over the years, theatre 
has continued to attract me with its vivacity, sensuousness, emotion, 
and ambiguity. I could laugh at the tragic humor of Shakespeare's 
Hamlet holding up a skull and saying, "Alas, poor Yorick! --I knew him, 
Horatio", and then ache when Hamlet later met his inevitable death. I 
pittied Willie Loman even as I felt annoyed by his passivity in Death of 
a Salesman by Arthur Miller. And I was shocked when Hedda Gabler, the 
title character of Henrick Ibsen's play who seemed strong to the point 
of rigidity, took her own life. Theatre allowed my imagination to be 
simultaneously captured and set free with its endless possibilites. 
As an undergraduate student here at Eastern, I enrolled in the 
second creative writing class, also known as beginning playwriting. 
Having seen my share of plays and read a great deal of drama for 
classes, I found that drama had grown to be a favorite literary genre of 
mine, so I was thrilled about the prospect of writing a play myself, 
something with more substance than a seventh grade puppet show. I had 
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written a script for an introductory theatre class the year before, and 
although I cringe when I read it now, I suppose that is when my interest 
in playwriting really took root. After meeting with success in begin-
ning playwriting, I went on to the advanced playwriting class and 
delighted in working on my next script, showing it to other playwriting 
students, hearing it read, and watching the characters that had formerly 
been housed in my brain gain life on paper. For me it was a pleasant 
rush to know that I might some day write a play that other people would 
actually want to see performed. 
What is it about playwriting that makes it so different from any 
other type of writing? An idea for a play can come from anywhere or 
anything, as can an idea for a story, poem, film, dance, painting, song, 
etc. As with other art forms, a play is rather like a child, with the 
author as its parent, according to Jean-Louis Barrault (Smiley 187). 
The subtle differences come in when a play exits the mind of its author 
and is witnessed by others. At a play performance, the audience does 
not know for certain what a character is thinking unless he or she 
utters his or her thoughts to another character or expresses them in a 
soliloquy; those viewing the performance must watch and draw their own 
conclusions from what they see and hear, as well as what they do not see 
and do not hear. At the same time, a play allows its viewers a focused 
glance at a life other than their own. So like other art forms, drama 
is ultimately as much a form of escape as it is of expression. On a 
stage we can see how people actually look, act, react, move, what they 
see and do not see, hear how they speak, the noises they hear, even 
catch the subtleties in their voices. Seeing a play is like being an 
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artist in and of itself. We create the characters for ourselves, see 
them as we perceive them, allow them to take shape in our minds, and 
then let them go the way it seems inevitable for them to go, sometimes 
surprised by what occurs, sometimes finding our perceptions reinforced. 
Drama can be a whole experience for each one of our five senses in a way 
that no other genre can simply because we are there when it happens, 
participating closely in the play as on-lookers in a way that we cannot 
with a book or poem or film. A play allows us to see as the playwright 
might have seen or imagined, the vision that first erupted into a scene 
on paper, the characters who drove that vision to completeness, and the 
words that connect them all to one another. 
Because of this potential closeness, I believe that a playwright 
has a connection with his or her audience that no other writer shares. 
This is the major reason why I decided that a play was the best mode of 
communication for what I wanted to write about, childhood adoption. The 
subject is such a personal one for me that I felt I could only truly 
convey the way it makes me, and perhaps others, feel by physically 
showing and telling what it is like to be an adopted child who has no 
idea from where or whom she came. An audience feels, emotionally and 
often physically, what the characters on a stage feel--the energy, the 
tension and release, emotions ranging from passion to passivity. The 
success of my play, Letters to Mother, will rely a great deal on such 
empathy, for only in empathy can we connect with a character on a truly 
personal level. Such a connection needs to be achieved because the 
majority of people who would see my play, were it performed, would not 
be adopted children. 
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Being an adopted child myself, I became curious within the last 
three years about my biological family and so wrote to the adoption 
agency my parents went through to inquire about any information the 
agency might have. The social worker who wrote back to me was more than 
willing to share all of the information she possessed; she also gave me 
the option of instigating a search for my biological family. I balked 
at the prospect. I read the two case studies she later sent to me, 
hoping for some insight as to what I should do, and they both seemed to 
agree: even though the results of the search might not have been what 
the adoptees originally hoped for, the majority said they were glad they 
did it and would do so again. For me the struggle became not how 
searching for my real parents would make me feel, but rather how it 
would affect them. I had the feeling that such a search could be 
potentially very disruptive and quite painful, so I was not sure if 
going through with it would be wise. 
I had carried that around in my head for a couple of years when I 
came back to Eastern for graduate school, and as I had never come to any 
conclusions, the prospect of searching for my biological family always 
lurked somewhere in my subconscious mind. Last spring when I entered 
graduate school, I knew that I wanted to do a creative thesis, but I had 
a hard time at first deciding about what I wanted to write. At some 
time, though I am not sure when, I hit upon the idea of writing a play 
about a young woman who wants to search for her birth pa.rents for my 
thesis, and so the seed of Letters to Mother unfurled. At that point I 
let the idea float around in my brain because I did not yet need to have 
a clear conception of how I wanted the play to take shape. Like Edward 
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M. Cohen, I believe that good work comes from the subconscious, as he 
says in his book Working on a New Play (16). Sam Smiley would seem to 
agree; in Plavwriting: The Structure of Action, he says, "Any writer 
naturally discovers part of what he wants to say while he writes, but a 
part too must exist in his mind before it begins [my emphasis]" (3). So 
the idea for this play incubated in my head for months before I ever sat 
down at my computer for the arduous composing process. 
As the idea for Letters to Mother developed, it went through many 
stages. Originally I toyed with the idea of the entire play taking 
place through a series of letters, much like A.R. Gurney's play tove 
Letters, with the barest of staging possible: characters all in black, 
scant stage furniture all in black, little~if any--movement, emphasis 
resting on soliloquy and individual expression. This method would allow 
the audience to actually see how the characters really felt about what 
was going on, while other characters remained often blissfully ignorant 
of the negative emotions that underscored the content of the spoken 
words, since the "dialogue" was, after all, letters. Also, being a 
person who firmly believes that a writer should write about what he or 
she knows, I originally planned to project what I believed would happen 
if 1 ever went ahead with my own adoption search, basing my assumptions 
on what I know of my adopted mother and from the studies I read about 
the subject. As a result, the original idea and script had no real 
conflict to speak of, no real protagonist or antagonist pitted against 
one other in anything but a minor sense. The adoptive mother was 
supportive of the daughter regarding a search, and though the birth 
mother did not "open her arms" to her biological daughter, their meeting 
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was quite emotional and even amiable. That, coupled with the stark 
staging, made for quite a dull play because, essentially, nothing 
happened. The covert turmoil I personally experienced with regards to 
searching for my birth family had not yet shown itself in my characters 
so that others could really see it, and in seeing it, feel it. The play 
still needed some conflict. 
As the revisionary stage of Letters to Mother then began, I first 
tapped my sources dealing with the play's epistolary nature. I decided 
that doing the whole script in letters would not work for me here as it 
had for Gurney because I was dealing with a much more condensed time 
period, where he dealt with a lifetime. In reading Samuel Richardson's 
epistolary novel Pamela, I found its success derived from the fact that 
the letters in it retold events in dramatic form, showing and telling 
what had happened in Pamela's life through reproduced dialogue and 
reconstructed events. It is, more or less, a sort of play in prose 
form. Watching the 1983 movie Love Letters proved to be valuable then 
because in the film, letters are intermingled with day-to-day life, and 
they relate directly to events that occur in the lives of the charac-
ters. Not only did I hear about conflict through the letters, but I saw 
the results of conflict in the decisions and lives of the characters. 
The next stage then was to determine from what source the conflict 
in Letters to Mother should originate. I went back to my characters and 
looked at the things that seemed to affect them most deeply but that I 
had not developed as much as I could, and I found I had a great deal to 
work with. I had limited my scope too much to autobiography rather than 
allowing my imagination to really take hold of the idea so that it could 
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be rounded out. Cohen says that "a first draft gets richer as the 
writer loses control" (15), and I believe he is quite right. I needed 
to relinquish my tight control of the characters and let them react. 
Smiley reminded me that characters are not human beings, and that 
"[d]rama is an art chiefly concerned with the relationship of human 
character to human action" (79-80). My characters needed not only to 
act, but also to react. Drawing from Smiley as well as some outside 
suggestions and my previous playwriting experience, I found that 
conflict was already imminent in my play just because of the tension 
surrounding the subject of adoption for the characters. I was already 
dealing with material that caused conflict, which was why I needed to 
write about it in the first place (Cohen 15). 
Though the young woman/daughter/adoptee and her adopted mother 
have what seems to be a pretty solid relationship, the major impending 
disaster in Letters to Mother could be between daughter and her adoptive 
mother, I thought, if the mother cannot bring herself to support her 
adopted daughter's search for her biological mother. The situation then 
became rich in potential conflict, particularly if the two argued so 
vehemently that a rift formed between them that had the ring of perma-
nence. Such a situation could make the daughter's search for her real 
mother all the more urgent and might cause her to believe that if she 
lost one mother, she still had another to compensate for that loss. Her 
expectations could then become rather unrealistic, and she might set 
herself up for a fall because she would have no real way of knowing what 
would happen if she ever did meet her biological mother. Smiley calls 
these stages of plot development as they relate to characters and 
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conflict suffering, discovery, and reversal (63); all of these are 
recursive--suffering can lead to discovery which can lead to reversal 
which can lead to discovery which can lead to suffering, as can be seen 
above in the rough revised plot-line of Letters to Mother. What I 
needed to do next was explore mother-daughter relationships more deeply 
to help me make the above conflicts viable. 
Relationships between mothers and daughters are quite different 
from any others because they involve both love and hate, often in their 
extremes, this because mothers and daughters are so biologically and 
psychologically connected. Being a daughter, I could draw on some of my 
own experience and bring that to the play, but I also wanted to see how 
mother-daughter relationships have been handled by other authors, both 
creatively and critically. I began by reading a collection of mother-
daughter poems I happened upon called Tangled Vines, and in exploring 
the poems, I found that mothers and daughters share many mixed feelings 
about one another. At birth, a daughter receives her gender directly 
from her mother, along with all that being a female entails--good and 
bad--so from the very beginning mothers and daughters share a common 
bond. As they both age, mothers tend to want their daughters to be 
independent and have the things they themselves did not have. On the 
other hand, mothers tend to fear separation from their daughters, fear 
they will be forgotten or, worse yet, that their daughters wilt live to 
make the same mistakes they made and resent them for it. This last 
thing is perhaps what daughters fear most, what Mary Rose Sullivan calls 
"the cycle of generations in full force, every woman being her mother's 
daughter, in the worst way" (Pearlman 43). Many mothers treat their 
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daughters as extensions of themselves, according to Nancy Chodrow, a 
leading spokesperson for early socialization experience of females. But 
even as daughters may model themselves after their mothers, they want to 
establish themselves as individuals separate from their mothers 
(Pearlman 111). 
A daughter's wanting to be different from her mother causes a 
strange ambivalence that I find intriguing, and so it was with great 
interest that I read articles from Mother Puzzles: Paughters and Mothers 
in Contemporary American Literature, a collection of essays edited by 
Mickey Pearlman. All of the selections I read seemed to agree with what 
Helen Pike Bauer said in her article on Tillie Olson's story, "I Stand 
Here Ironing": "The biological tie between mother and daughter is often 
extrapolated into a cultural presumption that defines girls' lives as 
following their mothers"' (39). This presumption often gets women into 
trouble as they try to carve out identities for themselves. For 
example, in Beth Henley's play Crimes of the Heart, we learn that the 
mother of the three sisters in the play killed herself when her 
daughters were much younger, which seems to have left a stain on them: 
Babe shoots her husband, Meg drifts unsuccessfully from job to job, and 
Lenny has no backbone or real life of her own. They seem destined to 
failure. Abby H. P. Werlock points out that "all women are daughters" 
and most women "participate in some form of maternal caretaking" 
(Pearlman 171-172), thus making them motherly. So what is to prevent a 
daughter from becoming just like her mother in the end? Even Meg in 
Crimes of the Heart is motherly in the way she tells her ailing grand-
father what he wants to hear in order to make him happy. What is to 
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prevent her and her sisters from meeting an end like their mother's? 
This struggle is most pointedly brought to life in Marsha Norman's 
play, 'night. Mother, which is discussed in Mother Puzzles in an article 
by Sally Browder. Norman's play contains but two characters~a mother 
and daughter who live together--and the daughter, Jessie, tells her 
mother at the play's beginning that she plans to kill herself at the end 
of the evening. Her mother is flabbergasted, and because she cannot see 
any real grounds for Jessie's suicide, at first thinks Jessie will not 
really do it. Jessie had moved back in with her mother when her 
marriage failed, and she has fallen into the trap of gaining so much of 
her identity through her mother that she has none of her own. Her 
mother assumes that Jessie is just like her, and while she tends to push 
her daughter away emotionally, the mother also feels the need to cling 
to and protect her (Pearlman 111), so Jessie has never moved out on her 
own again. Browder says that Jessie's decision to kill herself shows a 
"repudiation of her mother's choices. It is her one clear statement 
that she will not be like her mother. This is in striking defiance of 
her mother's assumption of oneness in their relationship • " 
(Pearlman 110). Though suicide embodies separation in the extreme, it 
becomes the only way Jessie can take control of her life, and rather 
than stay around and face the honest analysis that fixing her relation-
ship with her mother would require, Jessie chooses her own way out 
(Pearlman 112). 
The issue of honesty looms large in mother-daughter relationships. 
As Browder astutely notes, "The lack of honesty in mother-daughter 
relationships ••• usually arises out of a desire to protect" (Pearlman 
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112). Mothers desire not only to protect their daughters but also 
themselves, and this instinct often causes conflict. In Letters to 
Mother, one of the major breaches between the daughter and her adopted 
mother occurs when the daughter finds out that her "mom" has withheld 
information about her biological mother from her ever since she was very 
young. The adopted mother's strategy for protection backfires on her in 
probably the worst way, causing a great deal of pain for both women and 
threatening the potential destruction of their relationship. In her 
essay, Werlock quotes noted feminist writer Adrienne Rich as saying, 
"'the loss of the daughter to the mother, the mother to the daughter, is 
the essential female tragedy"' (Pearlman 180). This becomes especially 
apparent in Letters to Mother because the adopted mother may lose her 
daughter, the biological mother has never really had her daughter to 
lose, and the daughter stands to lose both her mothers if she is not 
careful. 
Not all mother-daughter relationships end in tragedy as in 'night, 
Mother. In Crimes of the Heart, the sisters present a united front to 
defend themselves against their mother's legacy; they finally discover 
that they can draw strength from one another. In his play Qoat Island, 
Ugo Betti shows us a mother who consistently pushes her daughter away so 
that the daughter will have more for her life than her mother did. This 
distancing enables the daughter to return to school rather than pursue 
an unhealthy relationship with a vagabond who would only leave her 
unhappy and destitute. That some women do not want to repeat their 
mother's mistakes forces them to think long and hard about their own 
choices and decisions, about how they will live their own lives and 
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raise their own daughters. The tie that closely binds mothers and 
daughters does not have to be one that strangles; it can anchor instead. 
In a mother, a daughter can find a true confidante, someone whose anger 
and overprotection arise from concern, someone whose nagging comes from 
the sincere wish for her daughter to succeed. A mother can share with 
her daughter the things she has learned throughout her own life, both as 
a woman and a mother. A daughter can be a source of strength for her 
mother simply by returning the love and respect that her mother offers, 
and by realizing her own dreams and goals and making herself and others 
happy. A mother wistfully watches her daughter continue to grow, and a 
daughter watches as her mother's life gradually fades. Always there is 
a sense of closeness that seems to outlast any disagreement, no matter 
how severe. Mothers and daughters simply need each other. 
The insight I have gained through my reading, as well as my own 
observations, led me to make several decisions about Letters to Mother. 
First I had to ask myself how realistic it would be for the daughter in 
the play to abandon her adopted mother of twenty-eight years for her 
biological mother. Such a thing might actually occur because, after 
all, blood ties between people can be very strong, particularly between 
mothers and daughters. But then again, sometimes biological ties simply 
cannot forge a strong enough bond between two people, whether they be 
mothers and daughters or any other related individuals, because they 
have nothing to share with each other. In Letters to Mother, the birth 
mother shrewdly observes that she and her daughter are strangers in such 
a way that would prevent her ever being a real mother to her daughter. 
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Indeed, the adoptee already has a mother in every sense but the biolo-
gical, so the issue of blood ties becomes less consequential than the 
kind of relationship with a mother the daughter really wants and needs. 
She might think that she can achieve some sort of close relationship 
with her biological mother simply because of their blood ties, but 
reality gives her no guarantee of that happening. 
Secondly, I decided that it made more sense for the adoptive 
mother to feel quite threatened by her daughter's search than for her to 
remain supportive but passive. She does not want to deny her daughter 
her biological heritage, but neither does she want to yield up the 
daughter she loves as her own to someone who gave up all rights to her 
years before. She also fears that the birth mother will be able to 
provide her daughter with things she herself cannot. The battle for the 
adoptive mother then becomes how to reconcile those conflicting feelings 
in a way that will not alienate her daughter. Withholding information 
about the birth mother from her daughter further causes anxiety for the 
adoptive mother as she struggles with deciding whether or not to share 
the information with her daughter, and the consequences of her decision. 
These discordant dilemmas add a dimension of reality to the play that it 
previously lacked because I think most parents could easily identify 
with the adoptive mother's fear of losing her child. 
I finally decided that the birth mother originally accepted her 
biological daughter's presence in her life too readily; from what I 
read, I know that such acceptance occurs only about half the time in 
actual reunions. In Letters to Mother, after initially resisting all 
contact with her daughter, the biological mother comes to feel she has 
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some responsibility, some obligation to her, but what? What does she 
have to do and how far does she have to go to fulfill that obligation? 
The birth mother is forced, like the adoptive mother, to fight with 
logic and emotions in making her decisions, which makes them even more 
difficult. Her later reunion with her daughter at first fills her with 
nostalgia about the good times of the past, but she is jerked back to 
the present when her daughter talks of becoming part of her present 
life, part of her family. Her election to break off her contact with 
her daughter perhaps seems cruel, but when she learns that her daughter 
has clashed with her adoptive family about finding her, she knows that 
continuing a relationship with her could be very damaging to everyone. 
Maybe the birth mother cops out by terminating their relationship--maybe 
she shows great sensitivity, but either way, the termination forces the 
daughter to confront the problems separating her from her adoptive 
mother, which she has been avoiding by concentrating on her birth 
mother. 
As is evident from my discussion of my characters, Letters to 
Mother turned out differently than I first imagined it. While the 
setting remains unelaborate, the characters say enough to give the idea 
of the unseen differences between them. Through dialogue, the audience 
learns that the adoptive mother lives on a farm and teaches grade 
school, while the birth mother works as an administrator at a university 
library, complete with a posh office, indicating a slight difference in 
status. The clothing the characters wear and the way they speak also 
convey this status difference. The adoptive mother appears rather 
dishevelled and tends to speak stiltedly; the birth mother looks 
xxi 
polished and confident and speaks more concisely. The daughter lands 
somewhere between the two, a blended product of her rural and collegiate 
backgrounds, so both types of life attract her, adding to her dilemma. 
Where originally I intended to use only letters to provide inter-
action between the characters, now the script intermingles letters with 
dialogue. This enables the audience to see how the characters directly 
interact, further giving an idea of the kinds of people these characters 
are and the quality of the relationships they maintain. The inter-
mingling also allows me to show the passage of time within the play 
itself, rather than in a program note or stage direction, through the 
exchange of letters. As a result, the play shifts from action and 
dialogue to soliloquy and back again, allowing us to watch and listen to 
the characters individually as well as collectively. The importance of 
the letters lies in the fact that through them we see and hear things 
the recipients of the letters do not hear, like facial expressions and 
tone of voice, that give us clues as to what the writers actually think 
when they "write" their letters to one another. 
Cohen says the script a playwright ends up with "is different from 
the play the playwright started to write, perhaps from the one she 
wanted to write, and the truly alive material has stuck to the page 
despite the author's conscious intent" (15). Even though Letters to 
Mother has become different from the play I first envisioned, I believe 
that this script far exceeds the original draft in character develop-
ment, timing and flow, and educational value. Not only have my goals as 
a student and playwright been met, but I have achieved my personal goals 
and written a play that captures for me the quintessence of being an 
xxii 
adopted child. The next step for me will be to see that Letters to 




Betti, Ugo. Qoat Island. San Francisco, CA: Chandler, 1961. 
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Norman, Marsha. 'night, Mother. New York: Hill and Wang, 1983. 
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plans on killing herself at the end of the evening after everything is 
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LE'ITERS TO ~ 
a play in one act 
by 




DAU'.3HTER, Ann, in her late twenties 
MOiliER, Mrs. Robertson, in her early fifties 
MOiliER 2, Mrs. camden, in her late forties 
COSTUMING 
The DAlXJHI'ER in this play should wear a blouse containing two different 
colors or patterns because each one of the mothers will pick up one of 
the colors/patterns in her own clothing. All three women should wear a 
shirt and pants: DAU'.3HTER--casual but neat; KmlER--casual and a little 
worn or faded; and MOiliER 2--dressier, designer-looking, very polished. 
Also, appropriate winter coats will be needed for DAu:JHI'.ER and MOiliER 2. 
PROPS 
paper, some folded as letters 
vase containing flowers 
photo album 
coffee mugs 
kitchen table cloth 
pens and nice pen holder 
pack of cigarettes with lighter 
wine glass and juice 
SETTING 
The play takes place in four parts that encapsulate about nine months' 
time. The actors should move and gesture as they feel, aside from what 
is directed in the script, and lights need to be sure to follow them. 
The stage should be set with three black cubes large enough for the 
actors to sit on and set some props on. The cubes should be arranged in 
a triangle, with the top cube point at center downstage and the other 
two cube points at upstage left and right. In the middle of the 
triangle is a black bench used for scenes where characters directly 
interact. A black table stands directly downstage from the bench and 
will serve as a table/desk. (See diagram below.) No stage curtain is 
needed for this production. **Recommended music for opening and closing 
of the play respectively is as follows: "Give a Little Bit" by 
Supertramp and "Alive" by Pearl Jam. 
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(Black stage. Music starts**· 
Begin showing slides of DAlXJHI'ER 
from babyhood on up through adulthood. 
~ and DAUJHTER come on stage to 
their cubes and sit during this time. 
Halfway through the second verse [approx. 
1:18) spotlight slowly up on DAlXJHTER 
while music slowly fades. DACXJHTER is 
reading a lengthy letter while light on 
her comes up, which she sets down on cube 
once the music is out and light on her is 
up. She is dressed casually in pants and 
a blouse. She sits quietly as if think-
ing and then begins to "write her letter 
by speaking to the audience.) 
DAWITER 
Dear Mom. Even though I've only been teaching high school for four 
years, I thought I had pretty much heard and seen everything. Kids 
aren't afraid to say just what they think, which I'm sure you know from 
your own experience as a teacher. But yesterday one of my senior 
English honor students handed in a process analysis essay entitled, "How 
To French Kiss. 11 (Chuckles s 1 ight ly.) In my instruct ions for the 
assignment I had asked the students to write about something they could 
describe and do well. (She shakes her head.) I never expected anything 
like this. It's actually a well-written essay. I'm thinking I should 
recommend that the student send it in to Reader's Digest to see if it 
would get published. On the other hand, I have this article on the same 
subject that one of my college friends sent to me. How about I return 
the essay with the article attached and a note saying, "Here are some 
other methods you might want to try. 11 (Smiling to herself.) Would that 
be too mean? I don't think so. But then again, it might piss someone 
off. Oh well. (Pause as she stands.) So what's new with you? Anything 
exciting to report? (Gesturing widely.) Anything at all to report? I 
imagine with the warmer weather down your way the flowers have started 
to come up. We still have snow on the ground up here. (She wanders 
around her cube area.) While I love Wisconsin in the spring, summer, 
and fall, the winters are kind of a bear. MacDougal loves to play in 
the snow though, so we run around outside like a couple of kids. He 
rolls in it until his fur is soaking wet. You know how nice a wet dog 
smells, especially when he comes inside where it's warm. (Grimacing.) 
Bleah! Which reminds me--remember that guy I was seeing, Ted? Turns 
out he has this psycho ex-girlfriend who keeps calling him and following 
him around. I told him I didn't need that kind of grief and to work 
things out with her or get her off his back before we could continue 
seeing each other. That was three weeks ago. (Waving.) So long, Ted! 
(Sighs.) Okay. So I'm twenty-eight and still single with no marital 
prospects. I kind of like my life. As a matter of fact, I do like it. 
The only ones I have to look out for are me and the dog, and I can pick 
up and move whenever I need to. Or want to, for that matter. I wish 
you'd realize that what's right for everyone else may not be right for 
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me. Maybe I never want to get married or have a family. That doesn't 
make me weird or deranged. Maybe that's not what my life is for. At 
any rate, I'm not an old woman, so I have time to see where I want 
things to go. Anyway, would you rather I was stuck in a relationship 
that's going nowhere? (Pause as she stops meandering.) I was looking 
through my desk earlier this week and came across the letters I got 
about my birth parents from the adoption agency a few years ago. (She 
picks up pages from cube and glances over them.) They say my birth 
mother loved my father but he wouldn't marry her so she gave me up. 
Talk about a relationship that was going nowhere. I'm not mad at her--
she did what she had to do and what she thought would be best for both 
of us. But, I am mad at him because he hurt her so much by rejecting 
both of us. One of the letters said she was very disappointed when he 
wouldn't marry her. (Puts pages down.) I have no desire to ever meet 
or even talk to him, but I wouldn't mind talking to her some day. I'd 
like for her to know that I've done well with my life so far and that I 
don't resent her. (Pauses and shakes head as if clearing it.) Anyway, 
I hope you're doing well. Give my love to Mark and Dean and don't let 
them drive you crazy. Kick some butt if you have to--I've seen you do 
it before. Love, Ann. (Spot out.) 
(Spotlight comes up on t«YIHER. She is 
wearing slacks with a shirt. She is 
pacing nervously and is silent for a 
moment before speaking. A vase of 
flowers sits beside her on her cube. 
She also addresses the audience with 
her letter.) 
KYI'HER 
Hi, Annie. Maybe it's bad luck to trust the postal service on Friday 
the thirteenth, but I'll be brave and take my chances. I read the first 
part of your letter to the boys--I'm sure it will not surprise you that 
they would love to read that essay you talked about. Thirty-five and 
thirty-two and they still have the minds of teenagers. (She shakes her 
head.) They send their love. Or rather Mark sends his love and Dean 
says he's still waiting for that tape you said you'd make for him. 
(Rolls her eyes.) Thank goodness they'll be out of the house and in the 
field planting soon, if only the ground would stay dry long enough. 
I've been subbing all week for a fourth grade teacher who's about ready 
to have her baby and needs to stay off her feet. I'm glad I've kept 
teaching part-time so I don't get bored or kill your brothers, although 
I might during my spring break. (Pause.) When is your spring vacation? 
Will you have time to come visit? I know it's hard for you to get away 
but we'd love to see you since the last time was at Christmas. 
(Exasperated sigh as she sits.) Annie, I've never said that I think you 
need to settle down and have a family. I just think you need more 
continuity in your life. You've moved around so much in the last six 
years that I worry about you. You might feel better if you stayed 
somewhere for a while, in one place, so you can make a home for your-
self. (Frowns in a thoughtful pause.) Your dad and I were always very 
open with you about your adoption. We felt keeping it a secret wasn't 
fair to you. I hope you know he loved you as much as he did the boys, 
and that I do too. I never tried to treat you any differently from 
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them, but if I ever made you feel ..• somehow like you didn't belong, 
I'm sorry. We wanted a little girl so much even though I couldn't have 
any more children. I know it was harder for your dad because he'd only 
had brothers and sons before and wasn't sure how to treat a daughter. 
(More slowly, a little sad.) But he tried his best, as I have always 
done. I hope to talk to you soon. Love, Mom. 
(She sighs and bows her head, clasping 
her hands clasped between her knees. 
Spot out. Pause. [Kitchen tablecloth 
should be put on table.] When light 
comes back up, K1I'HER is standing at 
center looking around her critically 
while DAUJHTER, sitting on the bench, 
looks on.) 
mTIIER 
Do you think the border coordinates all right with the wallpaper? 
DAOOHI'ER 
(Rather exasperated.) 
Yes, Mom. I've told you that about five times already. It looks fine. 
KJilfER 
I just don't want it to look cheap. 
DAUJHTER 
Well, you did get it on sale. 
(Her smile takes the sting out of the 
words.) 
I'm glad Mark and Dean have to be out planting corn today--they were 
driving me nuts! All that talk about me bringing some of my lady 
friends down for them to meet. Ha! Fat chance. I'll bring my friends 
to visit as soon as my brothers take me out on the town with them some 
night. 
M:mlER 
(Still studying her handiwork.) 
Do you think they would? 
DAOOHI'ER 
Are you kidding? They'd sooner have some mutated stranger tagging along 
with them, not their sister. You know it's always been that way. 
mTIIER 
(Sighing and sitting beside DAlXJHI'ER.) 
Yes, I guess it has. But it's hard for them to meet women, working out 
here all the time. (Looks at "wall.") Are you sure it looks all right? 
DAOOHTER 
I'm sure. Anything is an improvement over that old tan paint that was 
up there. (Shaking her head.) Nice way to spend your spring break, 
Mom, wallpapering your kitchen. 
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~R 
Had to be done. Might as well be now. (Beat.) Do you want some herbal 
tea? 
DAOOHTER 
Sure. (fvD'I'HER begins to stand.) No, you sit and fret about your 
wallpaper--I'll get the tea. (As she exits stage left.) I'm glad you 
finally got a microwave so you don't always have to heat water on that 
old stove. (Off-stage.) Lemon or blackberry? 
M:JI'HER 
(Calling.) 
Lemon. (Frowning.) Something's just not right with this paper. 




Fabulous even. Stop worrying. Who do you need to 
KmiER 
(Calling.) 
No one. I just wanted to spruce up the house a little. (Pause.) Do 





Mark and Dean. Do they make you feel like an outsider, like you're 
intruding on them when you come home? 
No more so 
anything. 
DAOOHTER 
(As she returns, carrying two mugs.) 
than any brothers would, I guess. They're not mean or 
I think it's more of a guy thing than a sibling thing. 
(She sets mugs on table.) 
KJrHER 
They were so protective of you when you were growing up. (Reaching for 
a mug.) It was almost like you had three fathers sometimes, especially 
when you started dating. They grilled those poor boys worse than your 
father ever did. 
DAOOHTER 
(Hands on hips.) 
Why do you think I'm still single? Of course they'd sooner die than 
admit they care. It wouldn't be manly of them to show feeling. 
KJrHER 
Now Ann ... I remember how excited they were when we brought you home. 
(She stands and exits stage left.) 
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DAOOHTER 
(Sitting and calling after~.) 
Where are you going? 
~ 
(Entering with a photo album.) 
Look--here's 
closer look. 
a picture of Mark holding you and Dean trying to get a 
(Smiling, gives album to DACXJfl'I'ER.) It's so cute. 
DAC..GITER 
Let me see. (Takes album.) I haven't looked at these pictures in ages. 
(She goes sets album on the table and 
flips through the pages. MJIHER sits 
next to her and drinks from her mug.) 
Look--here's me with Grandma. (Continues flipping pages.) What was 
that story she always told about her great-great-grandfather? 
MJIHER 
(Chuck! ing.) 
Well, let's see. During the california gold rush, he came over from 
Germany to search for gold and met up with someone who had the same 
idea, so they became partners. Apparently Grandfather's partner ran off 
with all their money, so he had to peel potatoes on board a ship for his 
passage back to Germany. 
(She drinks from her mug periodically 
through rest of Part 1.) 
DAUJHTER 
That's such a great story. (Pausing at a picture.) Here's Grandpa. 
Look how young he is. His side of the family fled from Scotland to 
Ireland and then to America. I remember him telling me about it once 
for a project I had in grade school. 
(She hands album to ~ and takes a 
drink from her mug, doing so occasion-
ally through rest of Part 1.) 
KmIER 
Look. Here's all five of us. You, your father, and me and Mark and 
Dean. I think this was at your dad's fiftieth birthday party. 
Annie, what is it? 
(She shows picture to DACXJfl'I'ER, who looks 
politely and then away.) 
DAlXiHTER 
(Hesitantly.) 
Don't take this the wrong way, Mom, but . , . it's really hard for me to 
think of this family's history as having anything to do with me. It 
doesn't, really. I mean, I'm not even related to any of you by blood. 
Brock 8 
K>'IHER 
That does't mean you're not part of this family. 
DAOOHTER 
I know that. I'll always be part of this family, but what about my real 
family? The ones whose blood I do carry around in me, and may some day 
pass on? I know from the adoption agency's letters that I am English, 
Swedish, and Irish. I'm obviously not German at all, so I don't know 
how I'm supposed to accept your family history as mine. There has to be 
more, maybe stories like the ones you guys have, only about m.Y family. 
l'«1I'HER 
Well, I'm sure there is more, but do you really want to know about it? 
You might find out some things you wish you never knew. 
DAOOHTER 
Maybe. But maybe not. I don't know. The more I read those letters I 
have, the more curious I become about who I take after, and where I get 
certain traits from. Don't you think it's a weird coincidence that my 
biological mother was an English major in college, too? Do you think 
that kind of thing is hereditary? 
I honestly don't know, Ann. 
exactly are you getting at? 
K>'IHER 
(She closes album and puts it aside.) What 
DAOOHTER 
Well, I've been seriously considering having the adoption agency search 
for her, my birth mother. I mentioned it in one of my letters not too 
long ago, but you seem to have been avoiding the subject ever since. 
l'«1I'HER 
I wouldn't say I avoided it really. What did you expect me to say? 
DAOOHTER 
I though you might have some kind of reaction is all. 
K1lllER 
Reaction? You mean like saying, gee, Ann, go right ahead and do it. 
I'll give you my wholehearted blessing .•• even though I may not have 
a daughter anymore after all is said and done. 
DAOOHTER 
(Rolling her eyes.) 
Oh Mom. That's not how it would be. I don't even know if she would 
acknowledge me, and I'm not sure how disruptive the whole thing would 
be. (Reassuringly.) Besides, you'll always be my mom no matter what 
else happens because you're the only one I've ever had. 
(She hugs MJ'l1IER briefly.) 
l'«1I'HER 
This is not something to do on a whim, Ann. Her family might not even 
know about you. 
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DAOOHI'ER 
(Stands and walks downstage, just behind 
her cube.) 
I've thought about all of those things a hundred times, believe me. All 
the agency would do is find out where she is and give me her address. 
Then if I want I can contact her. Nobody says it will result in some 
happy reunion or that she'll even talk to me. (Turning to KY.rHER.) I 
don't really have anything to lose, because I don't know much to start 
out with. 
KmlER 
(Stands and moves beside DAU3HTER.) 
I've always encouraged you to do whatever you think is best, but I hope 
you think long and hard before you decide. I'm not that comfortable 
with the idea. 
DAOOHI'ER 
I can understand why you might feel threatened by this search thing, but 
you have to try and understand my point-of-view. (Puts hand on KYI'HER's 
arm.) It's not that I don't love you, Mom. I just need to know. 
(Drops hand.) It's like this article I read once where a guy said that 
not knowing who or where your real parents are is less like a missing 
piece and more like a shadow, kind of hovering around. (Pause.) I 
haven't made up my mind yet. I just wanted you to know that I'm 
thinking about it. 
I'm glad you told me. 
tomorrow, let's see if 
beds out front need to 
KmlER 
(Awkward pause.) Well. Since you're leaving 
I can get some more work out of you. The flower 
be cleaned up. 
DAOOHI'ER 
(Humorously. ) 
Sure. You invite me home and then make me do manual labor. I'll 
remember this for next time. 
(KJIHER. laughs and both exit, stage left. 
Light out. Pause. Spot comes up on 
DAOOHI'ER, who is seated on her cube, 
holding several letter-folded sheets of 
paper. She speaks to audience.) 
Dear Mom. In the weeks since my brief vacation with you, I've been 
thinking a lot of the things we talked about, particularly concerning my 
adoption. Did you or Dad have any information about my birth parents 
besides what you already told me, that they were both in college and not 
from that part of the state? I still haven't made up my mind as to what 
I will do. The adoption agency said that most adult children have these 
same feelings of anxiety in making the decision whether or not to 
search, and they sent me a couple of case studies to look at about 
people who have searched for their birth parents. They're pretty 
interesting. I guess there's a waiting list for this kind of thing, so 
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apparently I'm not the only one who is curious about my biological 
family. 
(Light stays up on DAOOHTER as light on 
l«1I'HER comes up. She is sitting on her 
cube. They each follow along on paper 
as the other speaks, as if thinking the 
letters out loud, page changes indica-
ting different letters. She also speaks 
to audience.) 
lCilIER 
Dear Ann. You hadn't mentioned searching for your--family for a while, 
so I thought you had forgotten about it. I can't give you any answers 
as to what you should do, but ultimately that is your decision. I'm not 
sure what your real motives are for wanting to find out about them. 
Maybe you should leave well enough alone. You never know what you might 
stir up. Will it really be worth it? {Changes page.) 
DAOOHTER 
It's true that I don't know what might happen, but how can I not do 
something just because of what might or might not happen? What kind of 
logic is that? You said you were always very open with me about my 
adoption, which led me to believe that if I ever wanted to do this 
search I would get your support. But I guess that's not the case. 
{Changes page.) 
K>1'HER 
It's not that I don't want to support you. It's just that I think you 
could be making a big mistake. I've seen and heard of times before 
where birth parents have totally rejected the children they put up for 
adoption because they just want to forget about them. I don't want to 
see that happen to you. (Changes page.) 
DAOOHTER 
What you didn't say is that there have also been instances where adopted 
children have met their birth parents and afterwards established friend-
ships, keeping in touch and even getting together once in a while. I'm 
not saying that would happen to me, but it has happened. (Beat.) It's 
not all about that, either. I don't know anything about my real 
family's health history, if there's some awful disease that runs in it 
that I should know about or something like that. {Changes page.) 
lCilIER 
I'm sure we would already know if there were health problems you needed 
to watch out for. Adoption agencies ask those types of questions in 
their interviews with birth parents. I'm sure you could find that out 
yourself from the agency. {Changes page.) 
DAOOHTER 
The agency doesn't know much at all about my birth father's side. It 
figures, since he's the one I really don't want to meet. But maybe my 
birth mother knows about his family. 
(Changes page, stands, and shakes head 
as ~R speaks.) 
~ 
It sounds to me like you have made up your mind but just 
whole search in motion yet. Will it be worth the money, 
might cause, the disruption and possibly pain or anger? 
and Dean about what's going on, and they agree with me, 




haven't set the 
and what it 
I told Mark 
that maybe a 
It's so hard writing to you about this, but it's even worse trying to 
talk to you on the phone about it. I don't know what you're so worried 
about. In reading between the lines it seems to me that you are not 
really worried about how this might affect me but rather how it makes 
you feel. I wish you'd come right out and say what you mean. Otherwise 
I have to guess and you know that's not always the most reliable method. 
(Rather irked.) The way I see it, what Mark and Dean think doesn't 
matter because they've never cared about this in the past, so why should 
I care what they have to say now? (Changes page.) 
KJI'HER 
I really think we need to discuss this in person, not over the phone and 
not back and forth in these letters. Since your friend's wedding is 
coming up in July and you have to drive down here anyway, why don't you 
stay for a while? I'd feel much better talking to you face to face. 
(Light goes out. Pause. Light comes up 
and MJTHER sits on center bench, while 
DAU3HTER stands with her back to r.KJfHER, 
They have been arguing.) 
DAU3HTER 
I still don't see why this is so upsetting to you. 
it should be me, because I've been counting on you 
you won't. 
~ 
If it upsets anyone 
to back me up and now 
(Gesturing helplessly.) 
I just don't want to see you get hurt. Whether you believe it or not, 
the reason why I'm having a hard time with this is because I do care 
about you, not because I don't. I've been listening to you and watching 
you over the past few months, and I see how you're getting. You always 
go at things so gung-ho, and half the time you end up disappointed as a 
result. 
DAU3HTER 
(Crosses her arms and turns to~.) 
How do you suggest I go about it? I can't be half-assed about this. If 
I'm not committed to having this search done then there's really no 
point doing it, is there? That'd be like saying, well, go ahead search 
for my birth mother, but I really don't care how it turns out or if you 
even find her. That's just dumb. (Throws up her hands.) Why do we 




Because I don't think you're being realistic about what will happen. 
You seem to have this idea that you'll have two mothers in your life 
instead of one, so all the better for you, and that both she and I will 




Who said it would? (Gestures toward herself.) I never said that. 
You're putting words in my mouth here. All I have said is that maybe, 
if my birth mother is found and if I decide to contact her, maybe we 
will correspond or even--God forbid--meet and become friends. (Calming.) 
I'm twenty-eight years old. She has missed the most formative years of 
my life. How could she be a real mother to me now? There's no way. 
KmIER 
You say that, but ! have known you for twenty-eight years, and I see how 
your mind is working when you talk about this. Ann, I'm sure it's 
natural for people like you to hope for the best possible outcome to a 
search like this. Maybe you think that finding your natural mother will 
give you some sense of stability or something, but I don't think you 
should get your hopes up or expect too much. You could be setting 
yourself up for a fall. 
DAOOHl'ER 
So you don't think I should hope at all? That I should go ahead with a 
search with the mindset that there's not a snowball's chance in hell 
that my birth mother is found or that if she is, she won't want anything 
at all to do with me, and she'll maybe even tell me to piss off? 
I didn't say that--
DAOOHTER 
Wait a minute. Let's take a good look at what's happening here. You 
keep giving all of these reasons for not going through with the search 
that have to do with me, but what about you? I know you don't like the 
idea for other reasons than what you're saying. 
M:>'IHER 
(Rather perturbed.) 
Oh come on. When you got down here you had dark circles under your 
eyes, and you've been dragging around here like a whipped pup ever 
since. How do you expect me to feel seeing how this is affecting you? 
DAOOHTER 
(Shaking her head.) 
No, that's not what I mean. How do you--personally--feel about me 
searching for my birth mother? How does it affect you, not how you feel 
about how it affects me. 
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M1I'HER 
Okay. (Slowly.) I feel a little ..• uncomfortable about the idea 






Meaning ... you might find out something really horrible. 
DAOOHTER 
Or I might find out something really good. (MJI'HER does not respond.) 
That's it, isn't it? 
M1I'HER 
Maybe. (Conceding.) Yes, I guess that's part of it. 
DAOOHTER 
(Rather incredulous.) 
Geez, Mom. Give me a little credit. I'm not going to go running off to 
someone I don't even know just because she has something you don't or 
because she's more powerful or more beautiful. I can't believe you 
would even think that. 
M1I'HER 
What do you expect me to think? This is all you have talked about for 
weeks now, and now I'm supposed to say--Go for it, Ann--and then sit 
back and hope that this woman doesn't take you away from me? 
DAOOHTER 
(Disbe 1 ieving. ) 
What could she possibly do to take me away from you? Oh yeah. Since 
I'm so shallow she'll be able to lure me away with no problem. Forget 
the fact that you are the only mother I have ever known and that you 
took me to the hospital when I broke my nose and yelled at me to 
practice my piano and took me to basketball practice and have always 
encouraged me to make my own decisions. None of that shit matters 
because my loyalties will shift at the drop of a hat when I see that she 
has a better job, (counts things off on her fingers) is better looking, 
has more money, and that she's never had to discipline me or tell me no. 
It'll be so easy, won't it? 
M:YI'HER 
(Slowly.) 
Annie, I just don't want to see you get hurt. 
DAU3HTER 
(Angrily.) 
That's bullshit! You just don't want to be showed up. You haven't once 
thought about the fact that I need to know. At least if I found out 
something bad it would be something. Even if I found out she was dead, 
at least then I would know. I'm tired of not knowing. I want to know 
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who I look like, where my ancestors came from, if I have any brothers or 
sisters, if my birth mother has even given me a second thought since she 
gave me up. I want to tell her that I don't resent her for what she 
did, not throw it in her face like you keep doing with me. 
MYfHER 
(Defensively.) 
My first concern has always been for you and how finding out about your 
mother could really screw things up. 
DAUJHTER 
Finding out what? 
KmiER 
(Not looking at DAUJHTER. ) 
Finding out where she is. 
DAUJHTER 
No, you said finding out about her. (No answer as thought dawns on 
DAUJHTER.) You know something, don't you? You know something and you 
haven't told me. What is it? 
MYfHER 
Nothing. The agency has told me nothing. 
DAUJHTER 
That doesn't mean you don't have information of some kind. What is it? 
(No answer.) Mom, answer me! 
MYfHER 
(Looking at DAUJHI'ER and then away.) 
When your dad and I went to the lawyer to sign the final adoption 
papers, your dad happened to catch a glance at one of them. 
And? (No answer.) Mom? 
He saw a name and a town. 
DAOOHTER 
KmiER 
(Clasping and unclasping her hands.) 
DAt.XJm'ER 
(Stunned.) 
What? You knew that and you didn't say anything? 
MYfHER 
No, we never knew for sure if it was your mother or not, so I saw no 
reason to tell you. I figured you would just get upset. 
What was the name? 
DAOOHTER 
(With tightly controlled anger.) 
(MOTiiER doesn't answer, and DAUGHTER curls 
her hands into fists.) 
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How could you keep this from me? I remember in high school first 
expressing an interest in my birth parents, and you never said a word 
about this. You've known about this all of these years and you never 
even told me? (Opens hands and briefly frames her face.) I can't 
believe this. (Sarcastically.) "Oh yes, Ann, we've always been very 
open with you about your adoption. I've told you everything I know." 
(Staring at r.onIER angrily.) Well, I guess I see how things stand here. 
You never thought I'd find out you kept this from me, did you? You've 
been lying to me all this time. That's--that's just great. 
MJl'HER 
(Stands with arms crossed and takes a step 
toward DAlXJHTER.) 
Ann, I did it because I was scared. Your dad and I both were. We 
thought we would lose you. 
DAOOHTER 
Oh, so you lied to me instead. To protect your own pathetic selves. I 
feel much better now. 
I'm going for a drive. 
(She exits stage right and returns, 
jingling a set of keys.) 
MJl'HER 
Please don't leave things like this. 
DAlXJHTER 
Mom, if I don't leave this house now, I will probably say some very 
nasty things, so unless you really want to hear them ..• 
KYI'HER 
I'm sorry, Ann. 
DAOOHTER 
Oh that's wonderful. You're sorry. Well, it's a little too late for 
that, now isn't it? Here you've been warning me all along about how my 
birth mother might hurt me, but no one warned me about you. Ironic, 
isn't it? 
KYI'HER 
Ann, please. You know I would never do anything to hurt you. 
DAOOHTER 
That's a lie. That's just a big lie. (Points at 1'«1IHER accusingly.) 
You did. You and Dad both did. And whether you meant to do it or not 
doesn't matter because you did it. Not for me--for you. Don't try to 
tell me different. 
KYI'HER 
(Beginning to cry.) 
We thought about telling you when you got older, but we had no way of 
knowing if the name was the right one. 
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DAOOIITER 
But you never even told me when I was older, dammit! I'm sick of your 
excuses, and I'm sick of trying to justify myself to you. You have no 
understanding at all of how I feel right now, and how it feels to know 
that the person I always thought I could count on to tell me the truth 
has been lying to me for most of my life. This subject is closed. 
Ann, please wait. 




(Stops and turns.) 
No. I'm not talking to you about this anymore. I'm going ahead with 
the search, whether you like it or not. I don't see how it's really any 
concern of yours anyway. The funny part is that I could have done this 
whole thing without your knowledge, but I chose to be up front about it. 
But don't worry. You'll never have to hear about it again. 
(She storms off stage right. M:YI'HER 
watches helplessly, calling after her.) 
M:YI'HER 
Annie? (Sets her mouth.) Come back here! 
(She closes her eyes for a moment, then 
covers her mouth with a hand to mute her 
sobs. As lights fade, she slowly walks 
to the bench and sits, perhaps crying. 
Fade to black. End of PART 1.) 
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PART 2 
(Light comes up. DAtx1HTER sits on her 
cube, staring intensely at a blank sheet 
of paper as if searching for words. A 
large pile of paper sits next to her. The 
page changes in this scene indicate that 
the characters "read" along as the char-
acters who wrote the letters speak, as if 
they are thinking aloud. DAUJHI'ER starts 
to say something several times but stops, 
unsure. Finally, she begins.) 
DAUJHTER 
(Taking a deep breath.) 
Dear Mrs. camden. (Pause.) My name is Ann Patricia Robertson. (Pause.) 
This is not easy for me to write, and it will probably not be easy for 
you to read. (Picking up momentum.) I was born on February 22, 1964. 
(Beat.) I am your daughter. 
(DAUJHTER continues to speak as light 
slowly comes up on lv«JlliER 2, who is 
dressed in designer-looking slacks and 
blouse. Her face registers shock as 
DAU3IITER speaks. lv«JlliER 2 alternately 
paces and sits on her cube.) 
The adoption agency you used when I was born found you at my request. 
It only took them a month or so to find you because you're still in 
Illinois. (Beat.) I have not done this to disrupt your life or dredge 
up a painful experience, but to satisfy my own growing curiosity about 
you. Particularly in the last few years I have wondered about you and 
what you are like. (She stands and looks around her blankly.) It took 
me a while to get up the nerve to write to you--I've had your address 
for a couple of weeks now--because I didn't know how, or even if, you 
would respond. (Smiling slightly, briefly.) I don't want to overwhelm 
you with too much about myself because I'm sure this will be surprise 
enough. Please write back to me, if nothing else at least to let me 
know you got my letter. I hope to hear from you . Sincerely, Ann 
Robertson. 
(Pause as MJTHER 2 thinks about how to 
respond. DAUJHI'ER sits anxiously. Then 
~ 2 sits and rather quickly speaks 
as DAUJIIT'ER changes page.) 
MJTHER 2 
Dear Ms. Robertson. I received your letter on September twenty-seventh. 
Please refrain from making further contact with me. Barbara camden. 
(MJTHER 2 exits stage right as DACXJHI'ER's 
face falls. DAUJIIT'ER thinks for a 




Dear Mrs. camden. I know you asked me not to write to you again, but I 
couldn't help myself. So I waited a couple of weeks to sort of let the 
idea of me sink in for you. You must have been pretty upset when you 
wrote your note to me--that's obvious enough. But please give me a 
chance. I don't want to pester and hound you about this. I just want 
to ask you some questions. I'm sure you have some about me, whether you 
like to admit it or not. 
(MOTHER 2 enters slowly from stage right, 
carrying a letter-folded sheet of paper, 
and sits on her cube as DAlXJHTER 
continues.) 
You probably don't know that I also was an English major in college. 
It's rather uncanny, isn't it? 
(M::>THER 2 covers her mouth with her hand.) 
I would really like to hear from you again, even a short note. 
Sincerely, Ann Robertson. (Changes page.) 
M::>THER 2 
(Very shaken.) 
Dear Ms. Robertson. I can appreciate your situation, but I cannot 
follow through on your request for regular communication. My other 
... my son doesn't even know about you. Try to understand. This 
could be a very awkward and even painful situation if it continues. So 
I ask you again, please do not contact me anymore. Barbara camden. 
(She exits right. DAUJHTER sits, looking 
dejected. ~R enters from stage left 
and sits on her cube silently for a 
moment as light on her comes up. DAUJHTER 




Dear Ann. How are you? It's been so long since I've heard from you. 
Mark and Dean have asked about you often, why you haven't called us or 
written. I can only assume that you are still mad at me. (Brightening 
slightly.) Or maybe you had second thoughts and are too embarrassed to 
admit it. You always were very stubborn, just like your dad. (Beat.) I 
hope you didn't do anything hasty as a result of our argument. You know 
as well as I do that the decisions a person makes in the heat of emotion 
are not always the best ones. Even if you are still mad at me, I'd 
appreciate hearing from you in some way or other. We need to talk. 
Hope to hear from you soon. Love, Mom. 
(DAlXJHTER holds letter silently for a 
moment, then crumples it up and lets it 
drop to the floor. She crosses her arms 
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and appears to think intensely. ~R's 
head droops dejectedly, and she exits 
left, her light fading. After a moment 
DAU3HI'ER seems to have a flash of inspir-
ation and speaks.) 
DAOOHTER 
(Persuasively, rationally.) 
Dear Mrs. camden. I have no intention of suddenly bursting into your 
life and demanding to become part of it because, aside from the obvious, 
we don't know anything about each other. We have our own families and 
responsibilities now, so I can accept it if you'd rather not get into 
the details about all of that. However, I would appreciate it if you 
would tell me about family health history in case there is anything I 
need to watch out for in myself as I get older. Thank you. Ann 
Robertson. 
(Light comes up on MJilIER 2, who enters 
from stage right, staring at DAtx:lliTER's 
letter, which she carries with a small 
stack of pages, rather puzzled. She sits 
on her cube, looks up in thought, and 
speaks.) 
~2 
Dear Ms. Robertson. Your last request was a fair one, I have to admit, 
so here is the information you asked for. My mother died a few years 
ago due to complications from diabetes, and they say that kind of thing 
skips a generation, so you may want to consider that. My father is 
alive and well in a retirement village near here. As far as your ..• 
father's family goes, I know that his mother died when he was very 
young, in a car accident if I remember correctly. I don't know anything 
about his father except that he smoked profusely, but that doesn't 
really pertain to you anyway. As far as my own health, there's not 
really much to tell. I've had few problems, and I rarely get sick. I 
hope this information is satisfactory. (She pauses as if considering 
writing more.) Barbara Camden. (Changes page.) 
DAOOHTER 
Dear Mrs. camden. Thank you for responding. I think more about getting 
older these days with my thirtieth birthday nearly around the corner. 
When I first started teaching high school English, I felt barely older 
than my students. But now things are beginning to look a little dif-
ferent as far as that is concerned, although I'm told that I can still 
pass for someone in her early or mid-twenties. (Changes page.) 
~2 
Dear Ms. Robertson. If you wish to continue writing to me, please send 
your letters to my work address as follows: Barbara Camden, Director of 




Wow, a head librarian at a university. That's a pretty big deal. I've 
always loved to read, so as you can imagine I have a large book 
collection. That's probably the main reason why I studied English. 
I've dabbled in public relations, editing, and radio advertising, but I 
like teaching the best, even though it is by far the most challenging 
and time-consuming. But I'm not married, so I don't have to worry about 
the time I spend on it, except with regards to my own sanity. 
KmiER 2 
I've worked at Northern's library for twenty years now. My husband, 
Phillip, is a math professor here. After college I sort of drifted, 
working odd office jobs before coming back here to be near my family. 
DAtXJHI'ER 
My mom lives on a farm in Illinois with my two older brothers. They 
took over the farm when my dad died three years ago. They are my mom's 
biological sons--she and Dad adopted me because she became infertile 
after the second son was born. My mom was a grade school teacher for 
most of her life. She and my dad met at college and married right after 
they graduated. (Shaking her head.) I can't imagine doing that. 
KmiER 2 
Back then I suppose that's what most women wanted out of college other 
than a degree. Because you don't ask about your biological father I 
assume that you are not interested in him. I met Phillip when I first 
started at the NU library as a circulation clerk. He knows about you 
because those kinds of things have the tendency to come out when you get 
to talking about past relationships. But I haven't told him that you 
contacted me. (Changes page.) 
DAU3HTER 
I was placed in the accelerated learning program in junior high school. 
I play the piano and saxaphone, and I love to go biking, play volleyball 
and softball, and on rare occasions sit and do nothing. (MOTHER 2 
smiles.) I like the Impressionist painters--Monet, Renoir--and I listen 
to most kinds of music except for country, which I absolutely loathe. 
(Changes page.) 
KmlER 2 
I've always loved music. My son thinks it's funny that I listen to what 
he calls "classic rock." (DAtx:m'ER smiles.) I've caught him listening 
to my old albums on more than one occasion. He's twenty-two and 
finishing his last year of college. 
DAOOHTER 
The picture I've enclosed was taken for my senior college yearbook, so 
it's several years old. My hair is shorter now, but other than that I 
look pretty much the same. (Changes page.) 
IDTHER 2 
The reality of what I did twenty-eight years ago woke me up like a 
splash of cold water when I saw your picture. I can't believe it's you. 
First you were a baby, and now you're grown up. It's like there was no 
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in-between. (Beat.) I can hardly bear to write to you now. (Changes 
page.) 
DAOOHTER 
I don't want you to feel bad. That was never my intention. And I don't 
want you to keep punishing yourself for something that happened so long 
ago. What I would like is a picture of you so I can put a face with 
your name. (Changes page.) 
fl.OTIIER 2 
I don't have a recent picture of myself. I'm not so sure it would be a 
good idea to send you one anyway. I don't want you to get the wrong 
idea. (Changes page.) 
DAOOHTER 
What would you say if I asked to meet with you, in person? Would that 
be possible? I would really like to talk with you. Maybe it would make 
you feel better. Think about it and let me know. (Changes page.) 
WI'HER 2 
I definitely do not think meeting is a good idea. Quite frankly, I 
don't know if I could handle actually seeing you in person. You are not 
ready, either. I don't think I could tell my husband about it, but I'm 
also not comfortable with the idea of meeting behind his back. This is 
not the same as meeting some long-lost relative or friend. We are total 
strangers, really. These letters tell the superficial things, so we 
don't know what will happen if we meet. (Changes page.) 
DAOOHI'ER 
There is a certain amount of risk involved if we meet. It would be 
worth it. Otherwise I will keep wondering. (Changes page.) 
WI'HER 2 
I think we need to wait. If you can't do that, we should not continue 
to correspond. 
(DAOOHTER, determined, exits stage left. 
fl.OTIIER 2 should retrieve pen holder and 
cigarettes with lighter from behind her 
cube and carry these with her as she 
moves to center stage to sit at bench 
behind table. Table should be bare. 
Once there, fl.OTIIER 2 sets down pen holder 
and cigarettes and fills out some paper-
work. DAlX1HTER enters from stage right, 
wearing a long winter coat, studying 
her surroundings with a slightly awed 
look. She stops short when she sees 
MOTHER 2, who doesn't see her at first. 
Then, as if sensing someone, WI'HER 2 
looks up and starts a bit, quickly 
collecting herself. She exudes confi-
dence and professionalism.) 
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~R2 
Hello. May I help you? (No answer.) Do you have an appointment? 
DAOOH'fER 
(Flustered.} 
Yes. I mean, no, I don't have an appointment and yes you can help me. 
(Gesturing stage right.} Your secretary was away from her desk, 
otherwise I would have waited out there. 
~2 
(Genially.) 
That's all right. What can I do for you? 
DAOOH'fER 
Well, I'm not sure how to say this. (Struggling for words.) My name---
I'm Ann Robertson. 
(MJTHER 2 is obviously stunned, and the 
two women stare at each other in a 
silence that becomes more and more 
strained. DAOOH'fER tries to break the 
ice.) 
This is quite an office. Really nice. It looks like it's recently been 
remodeled, but some of the furnishings are antique, aren't they? I 
never imagined you would have a set-up like this. I guess they take the 
library pretty seriously here, huh? 
Why are you here? 
(~ 2 continues to stare and then 
nervously lights a cigarette. She takes a 
deep drag and leans to one side, study-
ing DAlX1HI'ER as she does so.) 
MJTHER 2 
DAOOH'fER 
I know you wanted to wait for this meeting, but my curiosity got the 
better of me, and since you told me where you work, I thought that--
You had no right to come here. 
anyone who you are? 
No. Why would I do that? 
OOI'HER 2 




Did you tell 
(Obviously unsettled, she leans up.} 
Look. I'm not trying to be cold or rude, but this is not the place or 
the time for a meeting like this to happen. I work here, every day, and 
people would ask questions about who you are if we talk here. (Smokes 
and rubs her forehead, as if thinking hard.) I'm afraid you'll have to 
leave. I can't do this now. 
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DAOOKI'ER 
(Moving to stand sideways in front of 
table, her hand resting on it.) 
Then how about later? You can pick the place and time. I mean, I'm 
here now, and all I want to do is talk to you. That's all. (K>'IHER 2 
doesn't answer, appears to struggle.) Please. 
K>'IHER 2 
(Inhaling from her cigarette nervously, 
she remains silent for a moment, staring 
at DACX1HI'ER and then away. Finally, she 
nods.) 
All right. Later today, after I get off work. I'm usually done by 
five-thirty or six. 
DAtxm'ER 
Okay. Where? (No answer.) What about your house? 
K>'IHER 2 
No. (She shakes her head vigorously.) Definitely not. (Thinking.) 
The south quad is usually pretty empty around then. There's a group of 




Fine. I'll be there. Thank you ••• Mrs. camden. 
Please. Go now. 
MmlER 2 
(DAOOHTER exits stage right. ~R 2 
lets out a deep breath and stands, 
pacing disturbedly as she smokes. She 
stops in front of the table and leans 
back on it, looking down, then at her 
watch, then stage right where DAOOHTER 
exited as light fades to black. End of 
Part 2. Table should be removed from 
stage at this time in the semi-darkness.) 
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Part 3 
(Lights come up on DAUJHTER, who is 
sitting center on bench, still wearing 
winter coat, glancing around her warily. 
She looks at her watch and rubs arms as 
if chilled, then looks at her watch 
again. t.D'l'HER 2 appears from stage right 
and stands watching DAU3HTER without her 
knowledge. She is also wearing a long 
winter coat. She hesitates and then 
walks to DAU'.3HI'ER, who stands suddenly 
when she sees ~ 2. They stand face 
to face. DAUJHTER offers her hand, which 
lvKJI'fIER 2 slowly grasps in a brief hand-
shake.) 
DAU'JHTER 
I guess we haven't formally met. Ann Robertson. 
lvKJI'fIER 2 
Barbara Camden. 
(They stand there awkwardly.) 
DAOOHI'ER 
Why don't we sit for a minute? (They sit on the bench at opposite 
ends.) I appreciate your meeting me. I know this is not an easy thing 
to do. 
KYI'HER 2 
(Barely maintaining her composure.) 
Well, yes. It is hard. The whole thing happened so long ago. (Beat.) 
It almost seems like it happened to another person. 
DAOOHTER 
I suppose in a way it did. (She looks down.) 
imagined meeting you would be like, and now . 
don't even know what to say. 
KYI'HER 2 
(With effort.) 
I'm not sure what I 
. . here you are, and I 
I really don't think we should continue this. Just seeing you makes me 
remember so much I'd rather forget. I know that sounds horrible, but I 
just can't deal with this now. Maybe not ever. 
DAOOHTER 
I didn't come here to upset you. I just--wanted to know. What you are 
like. (Hesitates.) What my father was like. (Shifting nervously.) 
How else can I find these things out? 
MO'IHER 2 
I understand that. But you have to understand me. (She looks around 
her and slightly lowers her voice.) I haven't seen you or had any 
knowledge of you for twenty-eight years, and now here you are all of a 
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sudden. My children don't even know about you, and I haven't had 
contact with---your father since college. (Sighs.} It was so long ago. 
(Stands.) I suppose I knew this day would have to come sooner or later. 
DAlXJHTER 
(Quickly.) 
Please don't go yet. can we just talk for a little while? 
(K:YI'HER 2 relents to the beseeching look 
on DAlXJHTER's face and sits back down.} 
MJTHER 2 
All right. For a little while. (Taking a deep breath.) What do you 
want to know? 
DAlXJHTER 
(Hesitating. ) 
First, my father's name, I guess. 
MJTHER 2 
(Nodding.} 
Patrick Osbourne. (Slowly.) We, uh, met when we were both sophomores 
in college and dated up until .•. um, he found out. He, uh, was the 
first man I'd ever been in love with. (Laughs slightly.} God, I 
haven't really thought of any of this in years. (Bitterly.} What a 
bastard. 
DAlXJHTER 
What was he like? I mean, what was your relationship like? 
MJTHER 2 
You don't quit, do you? You must be a glutton for punishment. 
DAlXJHTER 
I'm sorry, Mrs. Camden. I don't know a better way to ask. 
MJTHER 2 
I know. I apologize. (Beat.) Patrick was so different from anyone I 
had dated before. He wasn't a genius, but he was so charming. He was 
tall and blond--! didn't understand what someone so handsome saw in me. 
(Rather nostalgic.) We did have some fun together though. He really 
liked sports, but since bowling was about as athletic as I ever got, 
that's what we did, almost every weekend. He let me win once in a 
while, although he would never admit it. 
(She looks closely at DAlX1HTER, who shifts 
a little under the directness of the 
stare.) 
You look so much like him, at least how I remember him. I didn't see it 
at first, but you do. (She looks away.) 
DAUJlITER 
(Barely suppressed eagerness.) 
How? What do you mean? 
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oorn:ER 2 
(Gesturing toward her own face.) 
The fair skin, green eyes. 
solidness. 
And you got his height and build, too. The 
DAlXJHTER 
(Echoing.) 
Solidness. (Hesitantly.) I got your hair. 
K1IHER 2 
(Small smile.) 
Yes, you did. (Deep, shaky breath.) I have no idea where he is now, or 
even if he's alive. 
DAOOHTER 
That's all right. I don't really want to know that much. 
But you wanted to meet me. 
DAOOHTER 
Yeah. That's different. You gave birth to me. You obviously were 
there, and I assume he wasn't. 
K1IHER 2 
(Shaking her head sadly.) 
No, he wasn't. 
DAOOHTER 
(Stands and begins to pace restlessly, 
slowly.) 
When I was little I used to dream that you were famous or rich, or that 
I was a long-lost member of some royal family. Then I wondered if you 
were someone I knew. The adoption agency described you in one of their 
letters to me, and I tried so hard to picture your face, thinking a 
glimpse I had had of you right after I was born might come back. 
(Stops.) It never did. 
KYIHER 2 
(With effort. It is obvious she has a 
hard time saying DACXJHTER's name.) 
Ann. (Pause.) !--there's no way I can make up for all the time I 
missed. I could never be a real mother to you. 
DAOOHTER 
(Returning to sit on bench.) 
Maybe not. Couldn't we at least be friends? 
MYIHER 2 
I don't know. I don't know if that's possible. In my head I still see 
this baby. Big blue eyes, a tuft of blonde hair, chubby little arms and 
legs. I look at you and can't believe you are that same baby. It's 
so--unreal. God, that day is still very vivid in my mind, even after 
all this time. (She pauses.) 
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DAOOHI'ER 
Go on. If you want to. 
MJIHER 2 
(caught in memory.) 
Leaving you at that hospital was the hardest thing I have ever done. 
But I had made such a mess of my life--pregnant and in school with no 
job and no husband--! couldn't have you in my life because I knew you 
would suffer because of m.y mistakes. 
DAOOHI'ER 
Logically I know that you did what you felt was right, and I might have 
done the same thing. (She hesitates.) 




But another part of me says, how could you give me away like that? You 
looked at me after I was born and you knew you were going to do it. I 
never got to choose--maybe I would've wanted to stay with you. 
MJIHER 2 
But Ann, you couldn't speak for yourself, and you deserved so much more 
than what I could give you then. 
DAOOHI'ER 
Then why did you bother naming me? The adoption agency said you did. 
What gave you the right? 
KYI'HER 2 
I knew I couldn't keep you, but I thought I could at least give you 
something from me, and your father, and that was the best I could do. 
(She closes her eyes for an instant, working up her courage.) I got 
Patricia from Patrick . . and Ann is my middle name. 
DAOOHTER 
It is? (KYI'HER 2 nods as DAOOHTER takes this in.) 
MJIHER 2 
My God, Ann. I never wanted to hurt you. You are completely blameless 
in this and yet you are the one who ends up losing the most. 
DAtxHfER 
I'm st i 11 a part of you as you are of me. Doesn't that count for 
anything? 
MJIHER 2 
(Beginning to cry softly.) 
Of course it does. I thought you would hate me for what I did and I 
would never even get to tell you why or hear you laugh and cry (more 
quietly) or see you grow to be a woman. 
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DAOOHI'ER 
Maybe it's too late for those things, but that doesn't mean we have to 
give up on everything. 
What do you mean? 
DAOOHTER 
can't we do something now? I mean, we've found each other now, so we 
don't have to lose touch for another twenty-eight years. 
!ltrnllER 2 
(Dries her eyes and speaks carefully.) 
No, we don't. But Ann, I have a whole other family now, and so do you. 
This involves them too, you know. 
DAOOHTER 
(With suppressed excitement.) 
That's what I mean. I'd love to met the rest of your family. Maybe 





Why not? He has as much right to know about me as I do about him. 
!ltrnllER 2 
But he doesn't know about you. 
DAOOHI'ER 
(Insistently.) 
Then maybe it's time you told him. He is an adult. I think he could 
handle it. 
!ltrnllER 2 
I can't just spring something like this on him. 
DAOOHI'ER 
Okay, so in the next few days work up to it and then maybe we could all 
get together in a few weeks. Like at Thanksgiving. 
l'Cl'HER 2 
No. You should spend Thanksgiving with your family. 
DAOOHTER 
But you are my family. 
l'Cl'HER 2 
You know what I mean. 
DAmHI'ER 
(Reluctantly. ) 
We're not on the best of terms these days. 
OOI'HER 2 




My mom didn't want me to search for you. Neither did my brothers. They 
haven't been very supportive. But it was !!!Y decision to make, not 
theirs. 
~R2 
So they don't know you're here, seeing me? {DAUJHI'ER shakes her head 
and KJTIIER 2 sighs in frustration.) So essentially you're looking for a 
substitute family. 
DAmHTER 
No, that's not it at all. Not a substitute, more like an addition. 
OOI'HER 2 
(Frowning and shaking her head.) 
I'm sorry. I can't do this, not with a good conscience. It would be 
one thing if your family knew, but I can't go behind their backs like 
this, and I can't let you continue deluding yourself. 
DAmHI'ER 
Mrs. Camden, you're the first of my flesh and blood that I have met that 
I know of. Doesn't that matter at all? How can you deny me that? 
~R2 
Not at the expense of your family. They have been with you during your 
whole life, and we just met, so there's no way you can make a judgment 
like this and ignore that fact. Think about it. 
DAlXJHTER 
I have thought about it. 
OOI'HER 2 
No, I don't think you really have. {Calming.) Look. I'm glad you 
insisted on meeting me because I feel better seeing first-hand that you 
are doing well. But I'm afraid that's as far as it goes. I can't do 




(She stands as if to go to~ 2.) 
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K>1HER 2 
(Holding DAlX3Hl'ER off.) 
You're an attractive, intelligent young woman. From what I can tell 
you've had a successful life with a loving family. I see no reason to 
risk messing that up, for you or me. I don't want that for my family. 
DAOOHI'ER 
(Points to herself.) 
But what about me? I'm your family, too. 
K>1HER 
(Puts hands on DAUJHTER's shoulders.) 
You've survived without me for this long. Let's just leave it at that. 
(When DAUJHTER does not respond, KYI'HER 2 drops hands.) I do wish you 
well, Ann. 
(She looks at DAlXJHTER for a moment, then 
turns and exits stage right. DAUJHTER 
sits, motionless for a moment, head down. 
Then she sighs deeply, wipes her eyes, 
and stands, looking around her absently. 
As she takes off her coat, she walks 
downstage to her cube, where she sits, 
letting her coat fall to the floor beside 
her. Light fades to spot on her.) 
DAU1HI'ER 
(Slowly.) 
Dear Mom. How are you? Sorry I haven't written in a while. 
let you know, I'll be coming down for Thanksgiving next week. 
don't ask me too many questions when I do. I'll see you then. 






(Lights come up on stage. DAUJHl'ER enters 
slowly from stage right, carrying a par-
tially filled wine glass. She sighs 
heavily and sinks down onto the bench, 
fiddling with the glass while she sits. 
After a moment M:>'IlIER enters from stage 
right, carrying a coffee mug. She walks 
past the bench and gazes off toward stage 
left as if looking out a window, then 
speaks.) 
PtOTHER 
(Clearing her throat.) 
It's really coming down out there. In those really fat flakes that make 
fluffy snow. (Shakes her head.) I don't remember the last Thanksgiving 
when it snowed here. 
DAOOHTER 
Probably back when I was in college. 
(She takes a drink and continues to do so 
every so often.) 
PtOTHER 
Maybe. (She stands there a moment longer and then turns and goes to the 
bench, sitting at the opposite end from DAUJHl'ER.) I imagine you'll 
have a lot when you go back---home. 
DAOOHTER 
Yeah. (Pause. PtOTHER drinks coffee.) That was a really good dinner. I 
can't believe Dean and Mark actually helped you cook and get everything 
ready. What's the world coming to? (No response.) I'm sorry I didn't 
bring more. I didn't have much time to prepare anything. 
KYI'HER 
Well, I hardly expected you to bring a lot when you had to drive seven 
hours to get here. But your salad was good. (Beat.) And those home-
made brownies were good, too. I think the boys sat themselves down with 
the pan and just went at it. 
(There is an awkward silence. Neither 
seems to want to broach the subject they 
are both thinking about. MJI'HER drinks 
coffee and continues to occasionally.) 
Do you know yet what your schedule will be like over Christmas? 
DAOOHTER 
No. We always get at least two weeks off, though. I'm thinking about 
taking a real vacation for part of the break. 




One of my friends out east has been bugging me to come out and go 
skiing, so I may do that. 
That might be fun. 
(Another awkward silence. Both women are 
obviously frustrated by this but are not 
sure what to do about it. Then DAUJHTER 
stands and goes to look out the "window" 
and then turns to l'<()'lllER.) 
DAOOHTER 
All right, Mom. I can tell you want to ask about it. So go ahead. 
K>THER 
I thought you didn't want me to ask a lot of questions. 
DAOOHTER 
(Sighing.) 
Well, you can either ask or we can sit here in this stupid silence for 
the rest of the day while we avoid talking about it. 
K>THER 
That depends on which "it" you mean. 
DAOOHTER 
Whichever one you want to start with. 
K>THER 
Okay. Then let's start with that fight we had over the summer. 
DAOOHTER 
What about it? 
K>THER 
(Getting irritated.) 
Don't you think we need to clear the air where that is concerned? 
DAOOHTER 
Sure I do, but the way I see it you seem to believe you did nothing 
wrong, so it would be like beating my head against the wall to even talk 
about it anymore. 
Annie--
DAOOHTER 
I really wish you'd call me Ann, Mom. It's my name. Not Annie. 
MJI'HER 
(A 1 it t 1 e hurt . ) 
All right. I had no idea you felt that way. 
DAOOHTER 
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I-it's not a big deal. "Annie" just makes me sound about seven or 
eight years old. (She drains wine glass and sets it on the bench.) 
MJI'HER 
That's about how old you're acting right now. 
DAOOHTER 
(Sighing in frustration.) 
Mom, I really don't want to get into it again with you. Do you like 
going for months on end, not speaking to one another? 
Of course I don't. 
DAOOHTER 
Then can we please keep to the subject at hand here? 
Yes. 
DAOOHTER 
When I found out you kept that information about my real mother to 
yourself all this time, I was angry. You have no idea how much. I felt 
like you betrayed me because you had more or less been lying to me for 
years. How am I supposed to understand that? 
MJI'HER 
If you ever become a parent, maybe you will then. I don't know if I can 
make you understand why I never told you. All I can say is that our 
intentions--mine and your dad's--were completely justifiable as far as 
we were concerned because we were afraid of what might happen. You were 
always happy with us as far as we could see, and we loved you. There 
just didn't seem to be any point. We thought telling you about that 
name might confuse you or make you think we were trying to get rid of 





(Turns to look out window.) But I still don't think you handled 
at al I. 
~ 
I'll admit that I should never have let you find out the way you did, by 
letting it slip out in the middle of an argument. 
DAOOHTER 
But if it hadn't, you would never have told me, would you? 




(Turning to face KYIHER.. ) 
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No, I doubt you would have. I mean, you kept it secret from me for that 
long, why not go all the way? 
KYIHER 
(Beseechingly.) 
Please believe that I never wanted to hurt you. I really didn't. 
They did find her, you know. 
Did they? 
Yeah. She lives up north. 
pretty close by like that. 
Yes .•. I guess it is. 
(They both mull things over in silence.) 
DAUJHTER 
DAUJHTER 
(Beat.) Funny, how she turned out to be 
DAWITER 
(Shrugs and turns back to window.) 
We, uh, wrote back and forth for a few months, and got to know each 
other a little. (Hesitates.) She didn't want me to keep writing to her 
at first. 
oornER 
Somehow that doesn't surprise me. 
DAUJHTER 
(Ignoring her. ) 
She never came right out and said why, but I think it probably had to <lo 
with her wanting me to stay forgotten, more or less. 
oornER 
(Trying to be helpful.) 
Maybe she didn't want you to find out somethjng about her. 
DAOOiiTER 
No, I don't think that'~ it. Besides, I already know she had an 
illegitimate child and gave it up. What would shock me after that, 
short of murder or something weird like that? 
oornER 
I really couldn't say. 




Oh. (Pause.) How was it? How did it go? 
DAOOHTER 
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It was kind of bizarre, in a way. Standing there by her, knowing she 
was my biological mother, not knowing how to feel. (Short laugh.) The 
funny thing is when it comes right down to it, I don't think we look 
much alike. From what she said I look more like my father than I do 
her. (Turns head briefly to look at KYI'HER..) How's that for irony? 
KmIER 
What's she like? 
DAOOHTER 
Well, she's got a really good job at a university, married, with one son 
that I know of--there may be others. She seemed pretty nice, I guess. 
(She pauses.) 
MJIHER 
So, you ••• actually met her. 
DAOOHTER 
Yeah. (Reluctant.) She didn't really want me to come see her. I sort 
of surprised her. I thought doing that would make her see that I really 
was inter-ested in getting to know her. She seemed interested in me, 
too, at first. It just didn't work out like I thought it would. 
t-OTHER 
What did you expect? 
DAOOHTER 
(Turning to ~ and then beginning to 
pace slowly in front of bench.) 
I don't even know. I mean, I thought she would tell me what it was 
like, being pregnant with me and knowing she was going to give me up. I 
thought she might say that over the years she wondered about me, where I 
was and how I was doing. She didn't say any of those things. We sort 
of talked around the situation for about ten minutes and then she left, 
just like that. (Agitated.) How could she do it? How could she sit 
there and say how much it hurt to give me up and then just walk away? 
(She is near tears.) She was my mother. 
MJIHER 
Oh, Ann. I'm sorry. (She reaches toward DAOOHTER.) 
DAOOHTER 
(Brushes KYI'HER's gesture away 
impatiently.) 
Oh yeah, right. You're the one who never wanted me to go through with 
the search, and you expect me to believe you're sorry about what 
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happened? Give me a break. (calming.) However you feel, or felt about 
it, I'm glad I did it. At least I know now. 
rvorn:ER 
(Standing.) 
You probably won't like this, but I have to ask. (Sets mug on bench.) 
Was it really worth it? Was it worth it to find her and see her? 
(Crosses her arms.) Looking at how you are reacting, I still don't 
think you should have done it. 
DAlXiHTER 
Well now, it's a little too late for that, isn't it? (Shaking her head 
and pursing her lips.) You know, I should have expected this from you. 
Ever since I was old enough to be on my own you have told me to make my 
own decisions, do what I think is best. And now you want to tell me you 
think I did the wrong thing? (Short laugh.) I don't see where this is 
any concern of yours anyway. Would you feel better if I had done the 
whole thing behind your back? Or would you like to gloat some more? 
rvornER 
I'm not gloating. I just meant that maybe you should have left well 
enough alone. 
DAlXiHTER 
"Should have" doesn't mean shit now, Mom. It's done. It's over with. 
I'll never see her again. Isn't that what you wanted anyway? 
ID'IHER 
(Insistently.) 
I saw what you were getting into and I knew you'd get hurt. That's all. 
DAlXiHTER 
(Upset.) 
That's a bunch of bull, and you know it. Why can't you be honest with 
me? Is that too much to ask from you, Mom? (Quietly, painfully.) I 
can't believe this. I didn't come here to be lectured by you. I came 
here because I needed my mom. She--my real mother--didn't want me then 




After we fought and you said you were going to find her, I thought you 
would cool off and let it go. But then when I didn't hear from you for 
so long, I figured you were going to find her and forget all about me. 
That you'd ask her to take my place because you didn't want me to be 
your mother anymore. Do you have any idea how much that hurt? 
(Urgently.) I thought I might never see you or talk to you again. You 
don't know what that was like for me. 
DAlXiHTER 
(Holding up hands in front of her.) 
I'd be lying if I said those things never crossed my mind. But meeting 
my real mother did not make my life suddenly complete (drops hands) or 
Brock 37 
give me some flash or recognition that put everything in perspective. 
(She shrugs.) At first I was really devastated. She didn't want me 
... and I wasn't sure if I wanted you because of what you had said and 
done. (Beat.) It's funny. When I got back to my apartment after my 
trip down to see her, I was surprised to discover that nothing had 
changed. I figured everything would look different somehow because I 
felt so different from the person I was just the day before, like I was 
starting over in the middle. You know how in literature they say that 
the world pays no mind to what goes on in our comparatively puny lives. 
The sun still rises and sets, (looking toward the window) the snow still 
falls, I still have to go to work, (pause) and I still have a family. 
(She looks back toward~.) That's what it all came down to. I 
still have a family. 
(She and ~ look at each other in 
silence, the quietness more friendly.) 
M.JnlER 
I was afraid you weren't coming for Thanksgiving. 
DAOOHTER 
I had to see if there was anything left here, even after . . . every-
thing that happened. 
I'm very glad you're here. 
(She extends a hand to DAUJHI'ER, who 
takes it in one of her own. The scene 
freezes for a moment. Then DAUJHTER 
pulls her hand away, and the light slowly 
fades down to a spot on her as she moves 
to sit on her cube down stage. She holds 
a piece of paper in front of her, lowers 
it, and then speaks to audience.) 
DAOOHTER 
Dear Mom. I did a lot of thinking during my drive back up here, about 
myself and my family. While I don't necessarily understand why things 
turned out the way they did, with a little time I think I'll be able to 
accept it, though I suspect some part of me may never quite be satis-
fied. Now that I have seen my real mother, I realize that the shadow I 
felt was not cast by her (looks down), but by the unanswered questions 
I've been carrying around for so long. Not all of them have been 
answered, by any means (looks up), but I feel better. After the initial 
sting subsided and the confusion settled, I felt okay. For the first 
time she became real to me, and knowing she is real will have to be 
enough now. I still have you, and Mark, and Dean, and she has her 
family. I know you had reservations all along about the search, but I'm 
glad I did it. If I hadn't, I would always wonder. (Shakes her head.) 
And I don't want to live that way. Right now I'm glad it's over, and I 
hope she will think of me once in a while. (She pauses, smiling 
slightly.) I'm definitely taking that trip out east I told you about, 
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but I will spend Christmas with you at home. I'll be talking to you 
soon. Love, Ann. 
(She folds letter. Spot out. **Music 
fades up.) 
FINIS 
